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_The wall clock reads fifteen minutes till eleven. The newspapers indicate that today is the first of September._

_King's Cross Station is bustling. The sounds of children laughing and parents yelling create a hum in the air. The smell of coffee and cigarettes waft through the station._

_While it feels like any other day, there are signs that it isn't. Every year on this particular day, groups of peculiar looking people from all around the United Kingdom flock to this particular train station. They drag along trunks filled with clothing and school supplies. They cart around strange animals—owls and rats and toads. They buzz about spells and charms and a place called Hogwarts._

_These people tread through the station with caution, weary of others. Their voices, though animated, are incredibly hushed. They are as discreet as they can be._

_When they arrive between platforms 9 and 10 they wait until they are certain no one is watching. Then they head straight for the wall that separates the two platforms. Instead of crashing as one would expect, the witches and wizards arrive comfortably at Platform 9 ¾._

_Here our fairytales begin:_

_A wealthy teenager sneaks away and sees a scruffy young pick-pocket._

_A red haired vixen with a secret swims through the stream of people._

_A conspiring Chinese girl stumbles past a rather annoyed young man._

_A young brute crashes into a distracted beauty._

_A sunshine blonde searches for her two best friends._

_–The first is escaping two stepsisters._

_–The second is evading a stepmother._

_Two sisters walk together; one holds things in, the other lets things out._

_One girl closes her eyes and imagines painting with the colors of the wind._

_A fiery haired maiden storms away from her unbearable mother._

_An arrogant teen flirts with a girl who ignores him and a girl who adores him._


	2. And So It Begins
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_CHAPTER I_
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**And so it begins…**

.o.*o.O.o*.o.

Jasmine sometimes hates her father. Bodyguards. Onlyhe would make her bring along bodyguards to the station. They're inspecting the train. For what, she can't imagine. It's ironic that not a single one notices when she escapes out of eyeshot.

She feels almost normal as she walks away, as she becomes just another face in the crowd. No fancy robes, just a tank top and jeans. She looks like an Arabian girl who's grown up in England, not the daughter of one of the richest wizards in the world.

Jasmine's eyes settle on a pick-pocketer. He is presumably her age. She can't make out his face exactly, but that shaggy, long black hair... she's seen it before.

His victim is "the Devil," Cruella de Vil. He manages to get a handful of her coins. Immediately, he tosses them to a couple of beggar children, who thank him profusely. Jasmine is impressed. She can tell by the state of his clothing, a little too small, a little too worn, he could have used that money.

"You know the ancient Arabs used to cut off the hands of those who thieved," She remarks, stepping closer to him, "Even if it was with the best intentions."

He spins around, "You know, you don't have to assume I'm Arabic because-"

His eyes are filled with surprise as he sees her face.  
>He mutters something she cannot make out, leaving the sentence to die unfinished.<br>"Excuse me?" she asks.  
>He shakes his head. "You're not going to rat me out are you?"<br>She shrugs. "It's the Devil's fault for carrying around that much money, and you used it better than she could have."  
>His eyebrows shoot up at the nickname, drawing attention to a pair of gorgeous brown eyes. Jasmine takes him in, internally blushing as she notes that the whole tall dark and handsome thing works on him very well.<p>

"Cruella de Vil, the millionaire," Jasmine clarifies.

He seems to recognize the name.

"That explains why she only had galleons in her purse."

Those brown eyes are still fixed on her.

Jasmine nods. It's silent for a moment.

"So, do you play Robin Hood often?"

"I guess so," he replies.

Jasmine likes his nonchalant tone, the way he doesn't seem to regard his behavior as something unusual. She likes how he seems like he has nothing to hide. She wishes she could be like that.

She considers not asking him her next question, but her curiosity beats out her polite nature.

"Do you ever feel guilty?"

He doesn't hesitate to answer.

"Do you ever feel guilty seeing people starve while you get meals everyday? Does it seem right that some people have more money than they know what to do with while some people can't even get by?"

The way he says it is so passionate, she does feel guilty.

"Yes, but there's a reason stealing is wrong," she says, her voice faltering a little on the last word.

Stealing is wrong. She knows this, but something about him is making her reconsider.

"There's a reason people do 'wrong' things."

In that moment, she wants to take his hand. She wants to ask him to sit with her on the train. She wants to get to know this Robin Hood boy with his piercing brown eyes and his disillusioned attitude.  
>Before she gets a chance to say anything else, though, the bodyguards rush in.<p>

"Miss Jasmine Agrabah, your father wanted you on the train upon arrival."

The thief glances between her and the guards. Jasmine can see the shift in his expression. Surprise for sure. He's recognized her name.

" Princess ," he spits out the title, "you better go."

He stalks off. A part of her considers running after him, with some kind of an explanation, asking for his name, at least. Before she can even think through the idea, her bodyguards, whose names she never could remember, lead her to the train. Which is probably fortunate. What would she have said to a boy she's only known for five minutes?

They reach her luggage and her lion cub, Rajah, who is leashed. And not very happy about it, if the scratch marks on Bodyguard 3 are any indication. They guards load her things away.

Jasmine scoops up her pet.

"Come on Rajah, let's go."

Rajah nuzzles close to her, and she takes them to the usual compartment, but before she can open the door, it opens from the inside..

"JAZ!" Ariel screams, right in Jasmine's face before pulling her into a tight hug. "I've missed you so much! Tell me all about your summer! I know you wrote me like every week, but still!"

Jasmine hugs her back and doesn't pull away, "I've missed you too, Ariel."

They sit down on the comfy cushioned seats. "So was your summer really as boring as the letters?"

"Yeah," Jasmine sighs, "it was a bunch of Disney Society meetings and business dinners."

"No boys?" Ariel pouts.

"Unless you count Ahmed." Jasmine rolls her eyes.

"The arrogant asshole you tried to have Rajah attack does not count." Ariel affirms. "Anyone else?"

The door swings open before she can answer.

.o.*o.O.o*.o.

Ariel considers herself quiet when compared to Rapunzel.

"ARIEL! JASMINE! It's so great to see you guys!" Rapunzel practically yells. She looks as eager as ever. Right behind is her cousin, Anna, who waves.

"Hey Blondie," Ariel replies, "Great to see you two, too."

Rapunzel glares.

"Fine," Ariel waves her hands in defeat, "I'm sorry,Rapunzel ."

Rapunzel smiles again and pulls Jasmine, Anna, and Ariel into a big hug.

"I still don't understand why only Rider can use the name," Ariel complains.

An obnoxious voice replies, "Did somebody call for Flynn Rider?"

Ariel rolls her eyes. "No."

"Good to see you too, Red," he calls, sitting down on the other side of Rapunzel.

"Why are you here, don't you know the train ride is girl time?" Ariel asks, annoyed.

"Hey I haven't seen Blondie here in two whole days." he replies with a cheeky grin.

Ariel glares at him. "Yes that's much worse than how me and Jasmine haven't seen her in three months ."

"I'm glad you understand."

She scowls at him again.

"Fine, fine, fine," he sighs, getting up from his seat, "I just wanted to say hello to my girlfriend."

He turns to Rapunzel and says "hey," in his cheesy "sexy" voice.

She gives him a quick peck on the cheek. "Goodbye, Flynn."

"I can't believe your parents let him stay over at your house all summer," Jasmine says after the door shut.

"Well he was the one that introduced them." said Anna.

Ariel shakes her head, "Still what kind of parents let their teenage daughter's boyfriend stay with them all summer? I mean, it's like they were asking for a teenage pregnancy."

Rapunzel turns as red as a tomato. Jasmine gives Ariel a warning look.

Ariel doesn't stop there though (she never stops), "Speaking of which, spill. How 'far' have you gone?"

Rapunzel's blush deepens even more.

"Oh come on, I'm only fourteen! We haven't gotten past kissing and we're both okay with that," she says definitely.

Ariel snorts, "Oh really? I bet Rider's suffering from blue balls. He's been a man whore since he was fourteen."

Jasmine elbows Ariel again. Hard.

"Anyway, who wants to play a game of Exploding Snap?"

The group assents. Just as Jasmine has finished dealing the cards, there's a knock at the door.

Anna answers it.

"Hi, Flynn!" she starts as he, followed by two other guys, walks in, "And hi, Flynn's friends!"

Ariel opens her mouth to protest, but Flynn interrupts her.

"Look," he explains holding up a large quantity of sweets from the trolley, "Some seventh years took our compartment. Can we stay?"

"Depends," she considers, "How many chocolate frogs do you have?"

One of his mates throws her a few packs. The bloke with the weird accent.

Ariel gives an appreciative nod. "Well then, I suppose I'll make an exception."

"Thank you very much," weird accent guy says, sitting down next to Ariel and discreetly taking a glance at her chest. Pervert. Jasmine would say she should wear things that were less revealing if she didn't want them to stare. She didn't understand Ariel's clothing choices. She didn't understand Ariel's annoyance with clothes.

The same way none of her friends would understand if Ariel explained what she really did over the summer while they visited their parents and traveled.

Jasmine redeals the cards for a tournament. Anna whips Flynn's whimpering ass. Maldonia makes clever wisecracks. Jasmine and Aladdin exchange looks. Ariel likes the bigger group well enough.

She is relieved though, when the guys find their a separate carriage for the second part of the journey to Hogwarts.

.o.*o.O.o*.o.

Mulan doesn't notice the other girls come in. She can only think about the plan, which has come far from the fledgling idea it was in the Pre-Victory Game Tea.

The Disney Society, one of the of the most prestigious witches' societies in Europe, had of course hosted the Tea. The "mothers" were ecstatic at the chance to introduce their "daughters" to "the nice young gentlemen" competing in the games. Mulan had been the only girl except Merida DunBroch at the event who would have rather competed in the games than participate in the "Tea for Two."

"Tea for Two" was supposed to be a way for the kids to mingle. A thirty minute blind date. To Mulan, it seemed just plain awkward. And she had the bad luck of being paired with Gaston Chasseur, who spent the entire time bragging about the team he was putting together for the Games. As the brawniest seventh year (ever) he was chosen to be captain of the team. Technically he was supposed to organize the team and such, but he was leaving most of the responsibility to his second-in-command, Shang Li. He just had a vague outline of the type of people he wanted.

"So are you going for a half boy half girl team or—?" Mulan remembers trying to ask before immediately being interrupted.

"Ha! There's no way some bird is getting on my team. No girl has ever won the games. They'd just bring us down with their worries of breaking a nail."

Mulan had gritted her teeth, and said, "There's only been four games played."

"Exactly, and a guy has one every single one of them."

"That doesn't mean—"

"That means guys are better than girls."

She remembered being so angry she couldn't speak.

Gaston had continued with, "And if guys are better than girls, then why have any girls on the team?"

That was when she couldn't take it anymore.

"You—you—you!" Mulan had shoved the tablecloth at him. "You sexist pig!"

Boiling tea splashed all over him.

Everyone had stared at Mulan, who blushed a bright red and ran into a bathroom.

Mulan could still see the tired look on her father's face at that moment, all disappointment and shame as she sped past him. He was her favourite person in the world, the only one she couldn't stand to disappoint-the reason she went to those stupid Disney Society events anyway, the man who always talked about the importance of honour… and she had let him down.

After sulking about the whole ordeal, Mulan had left the bathroom to whispers and wagging tongues:

"—she was so rash—"

"—with a temper, and ideas like that she's never going to find a husband—"

"—Poor Zhou, having to live with such a disgraceful daughter—"

"—he man just had the misfortune of having a girl—"

"—imagine if he had a son instead, someone to bring him honour instead of shame him—"

And then she'd struck a plan: if the Fa family needed a son, then they'd get one.

She would join the Victory Games Team as a guy, win, then reveal that it was her all along. All she had to do was brew the potion. The same one Joan of Arc had used so many centuries ago. The same one every witch has used to masquerade as a wizard.

Mulan had squirmed when she first heard of it. She couldn't imagine being a guy. Thankfully, the spell only made a girl look and sound more masculine.

Reviewing the plan one more time in her head, Mulan decides that it's practically foolproof. But there are still some things that could go wrong. What if someone realizes Fa Zhou doesn't have a son? What if someone sees her taking the potion? What if she fails and she doesn't get to see the smug look come right off of Gaston's face? What if she doesn't make her father proud? What if?

Then what? She'd have to return to trying to become a socialite? Ha, Mulan isn't as pretty as a social darling should be (at least, that's what she thinks). And even if she was, she has no grace, nor manners. She is intolerably clumsy. She has no sense of style. She can't cook. She can't dance. She's an awful hostess.

No matter how hard she'd tries, she can't be that girl; she can't be the person they want her to be.

Hopefully, being Fa Ping will be enough. Hopefully, Ping will be better at being a brave son than Mulan had been at being a dainty daughter.

Mulan looks out the window of the carriage. The time for thoughts is over. The Welcoming Feast will soon begin.

* * *

><p>Notes:<p>

I hope you enjoyed. I'd appreciate reviews/favorites very much. Thank you! :)

This is beta-ed by my lovely friend Crystal. Thank you so much to Stillness Tolls for letting me know about the format error.


End file.
